I3O                              TRAVEL
Kke an hotel, like a mansion of flats (all to let),
exiled into these fields out of a street in West
Kensington. Just round the corner, as it were,
on a pier defined with stone blocks and wooden
piles, a white mast, slender like a stalk of straw
and crossed by a yard like a knitting-needle, fly-
ing the signals of flag and balloon, watches over
a set of heavy dock-gates. Mast-heads and funnel-
tops of ships peep above the ranges of corrugated
Iron roofs. This is the entrance to Tilbury Dock,
the most recent of all London docks, the nearest
to the sea.
Between the crowded houses at Gravesend and
the monstrous red-brick pile on the Essex shore
the ship is surrendered fairly to the grasp of the
river. That hint of loneliness, that soul of the
sea which had accompanied her as far as the
Lower Hope Reach, abandons her at the turn of
the first bend above. The salt, acrid flavour is
gone out of the air, together with a sense of un-
limited space opening free beyond the thres-
hold of sandbanks below the Nore. The waters of
the sea rush on past Gravesend, tumbling the
big mooring buoys laid along the face of the
town; but the sea-freedom stops short there, sur-
rendering the salt tide to the needs, the artifices,
tfae contrivances of toiling men. Wharves,
landing-places, dock-gates, waterside stairs, fol-
low each other continuously right up to London
Bridge, and the hum of men's work fills the